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Chapter 1Carlo Vasari

I was trying not to wreck the car while
continuously glancing around the vaguely familiar area. I had to
admit the amazing small town and forest still looks the same as
when I was here as a kid. I’m driving slower than the limit that
never happens with me, while I had opened my windows to relish the
fresh, clean, forest scented air.

I was genuinely enjoying the evocative heady
fragrance of the Ponderosa Pine forest near the North Rim of the
Grand Canyon in Arizona, even more than I could have imagined when
I left my northwest Seattle home.

My small hometown of Vasari Streams was a
vague elusive memory to me, with the popular ice cream store,
barber shop, and spending time playing with some other kids I
didn’t clearly remember.

Of course there was my constant companion and
best friend or, so I’ve been told, again whose name had slipped my
mind until my much older sister Nina had reminded me of him. The
disconnected memories came flooding back when I discovered mental
triggers like that, but oddly my mind was still blank for many
things in my early life, or not so oddly as I found out not too
long ago.

My other consistent and not so pleasant
memory was of my parents fighting constantly about anything that
crossed their minds, more bickering actually, but in spite of all
that negative stuff, they were always oddly quite affectionate to
each other, so go figure about that crazy one too.

From what I remember however, most of their
disagreements centered around my mom feeling isolated from her
obsession with her artwork, specifically portrait oil paintings,
and missing the glamorous clientele and lifestyle to spur things
along.

Through the years, and after their eventual
split, neither one had ever dated anyone else or spoke of a passing
interest. They never even considered divorce as a viable
option.

This always seemed kind of odd, at least to
me as my mom Marta was as beautiful as my dad Kendrick was
handsome.

I had many friends along the way whose
parents had called it quits, but it seems mine never got around to
it.

As I grew older, Mom always had a lot of
people around; interesting friends, star fuckers actually, due to
her well-earned eventual fame in the art world, but never anyone
even close to what could ever be called a romantic interest by any
stretch.

Both my parents were quite good looking as I
said, and both are of Italian heritage, but I really never knew
much about my family heritage on either side. They retained their
youth and energetic attitude through the years we were apart and
never seemed to age, just grow more refined and wonderfully
interesting.

Dad and my sister Nina, who seriously
resembled my mom, along with Dad’s father Grandpa, remained in
constant touch with me through the growing years. Both of my
parents had many interests, and both were active and involved in my
life despite their long separation from each other.

Thankfully, I’d inherited those same physical
traits from them along with my mom’s dark blue eyes and my dad’s
almost black auburn hair and I closely resembled him too. I was
fortunate to have a slim toned build like him that mercifully
didn’t require a lot of boring maintenance to stay in shape.

Leaving my thoughts of the past, I saw that
the town from what I could gather from my recent Internet searches
before driving over here, was still the same small somewhat
familiar place.

My searches told me there were about three
hundred people permanently living in the town or close by
surrounding the beautiful large lake.

The town itself had been founded back
sometime in the 1800s by one of my greats on my dad’s side of the
family that came here from Italy. He had once mentioned some sort
of ancestral home that still existed there, but that was about the
extent of my family knowledge on his side.

My grandfather Daniel was still the major
property owner in the area, with vast tracts of land surrounding
our small town as more or less a buffer. We did have tourists
passing through on their way to the canyon, but the small lake
resort where we lived was kept private for our returning
guests.

Grandpa’s resort complex consisted of a
gorgeous large lake front home and several rental cabins scattered
in the trees with stunning lakefront views.

When my parents split up but never divorced
as I said, I was only about five years old. I then went to live
near Seattle Washington with my mother where she was originally
from, having met Dad in college. My older sister Nina, almost
eighteen at the time they split, stayed with Dad and Grandpa in
Arizona.

Through the years my parents had kept in
close, almost regularly in touch with each other as I mentioned,
but never visited except for when Dad would come to us for a rare
special occasion. Even though I never physically visited my old
home or other members of my family after we left, they always
remembered holidays with gifts for both of us, birthday
remembrances, and the like.

When I did happen to mention it to Mom, she
simply changed the subject as if I had said nothing, while politely
refusing to talk about it.

My parents did seem happy enough to hear from
each other when they contacted each other frequently about their
children or other matters, but the phone calls were very formal and
short conversations about once every day or so depending on what
was going on. Those calls were obviously only to make sure we were
well taken care of and nothing more personal between them at least
that I knew about, that is until four weeks ago.

Through the years since we left our broken
family, I had to admit life had been good and I had a lot of fun
and yes, it was entertaining with the myriad of people around us
most of the time.

Mom tried her best to be an interested parent
and in a lot of ways best friend, but her true interest was in her
rather great painting skill. She spent most of her time hidden away
creating her own masterpieces that they truly were, but never once
had a cross word for me if I interrupted her concentration, but I
seldom did just for that reason.

In the meantime, while I was attending
private schools, I’d grown up basically on my own except for our
friend Janet but was often left to my own devices when not
studying. I eventually went through the university, and then
finally settled on a career as a freelance photographer.

Mom was delighted with my choice to no end,
that I had decided on a creative interesting career in the
arts.

Using my home, actually Marta’s huge condo
near the water in Seattle as a base, I’d traveled the world alone
for several years, seeing and doing many wonderful exotic things,
but my family never seemed far away, and either Mom or our friend
Janet would pop in to see me at the oddest times, making me wonder
how they could stand to be on planes so frequently when I was on
assignment for several months at a time.

I’d also partnered businesswise with an
extraordinarily creative agent, another recommendation from Mom,
who exclusively sold my works to online magazines and journals,
along with creating a fine income from reproductions and coffee
table books.

Life had been undoubtedly good to me. I truly
enjoyed being single while traveling alone was a given for me.
However, recently after about ten years of non-stop travel
photographic assignments, I was ready to come home on a permanent
basis, back to what I at least assumed was home; Seattle. I wanted
to try to create something new out of my life and put aside, at
least for now, my extensive wandering ways. I felt something odd
pulling at me, but I didn’t have a clue what it might be, a nagging
sort of feeling that never seemed to stop and was growing as time
flew by.

I thought that maybe this time I’d even plant
a few roots somewhere and perhaps find some male companionship that
I’d been strangely and suddenly starting to miss, yet again,
surprising myself with those unfamiliar thoughts.

It gave me the impression that I was
beginning to think about that subject a whole lot more lately,
pestering almost and that concerned me since I have never sexually
touched another man, or even seriously kissed a man before.

This recurring thought seemed odd to me,
since it was in my mind almost constantly despite swearing off
relationships and never having met a man that I wanted anything
more with than a simple friend.

I was left hurting most of my life by my
parents many arguments and final separation, but after the damage
they inflicted on our family when they split so long ago, I swore I
never wanted that for myself and felt I was better off alone.

A real problem with these thoughts about
settling down in the Seattle area was that it was starting to dawn
on my conscious level, after I returned from my travels, that after
spending years away from living in a big city, I was now realizing
that the constant racket and insistent crowds were truly not for
me.

I knew from the start that Mom would flip
when I finally got the nerve to mention it to her.

Mom on the other hand, had commented more
than a few times that finding the right someone for me might be a
useful thing in my life to help me stay safely grounded with
whatever that meant.

In her very offhand sort of way she was
attempting to push things along, but I’d never really felt any
motivation toward that elusive and to me, prickly goal considering
my role model’s on-going relationship failures.

Naturally through the years I’d managed to
attract the attention of several genuinely nice men along the way,
but when anything began to progress past a single momentary chaste
goodnight kiss and casual hug, I ended it flat, and without warning
or explanation.

For some unknown reason any progression in
the romantic department had always seemed firmly wrong to me, and
at times was starting to give me a real concern about my own mental
health.

Since the only time Mom had stepped up to
introduce me to one of her quite handsome and well off agents,
things went promptly south right away, when he expressed more than
a casual interest.

It was the last time when in frustration,
she’d stopped trying or even commenting about my personal life,
much to my exhausted relief since Mom could be tenacious, but I
knew she was sharply upset with my disinterested attitude.

She wasn’t shy about being extremely
disappointed by this and made that quite clear to me, several times
in fact, but Dad on the other hand told me to take my time when I
mentioned it to him and wait for the right person to come along and
I would know it immediately.

Like he should know.

I do however think Mom’s real disappointment
was because along with their close and highly successful business
relationship, they were extremely good and longtime friends, and
this was quite awkward for her.

She was pretty damn pointed in her
disapproving comments of my actions until I finally told her to
knock it off, because it is my life, and she wasn’t about to live
it for me after her personal performance in that arena.

However, when I carefully yet pointedly
explained that to her with examples, reminding her that my role
models had royally fucked things up between them, her interest in
the subject dropped, and at once.

She barely spoke to me for the next week,
trying for the occasional guilt trip but I was on to her and didn’t
fall for it for a second. I mean I’m over thirty after all and she
needs to knock it off.

Strangely enough, I did happen to notice a
momentary very odd and unusual glance from her after our
conversation.

So now we arrive at the terribly hard stuff
of my meandering tale, including revelations, regrets, and
such.

One ordinary afternoon, a bit over a month
ago, I received an emergency call from Mom’s best friend Janet who
was barely coherent with her rushed words to me on the brief and
terrifying emergency call.

She told me that Mom was in a nearby hospital
and had been in a terrible auto accident. She said that I needed to
get there right away since she was seriously injured and may not
survive and she was on her way there herself, having received an
emergency call from the hospital she mentioned.

Needless to say I was there within minutes,
and after talking briefly to the doctors, it didn’t sound at all
promising with multiple broken bones including her neck, internal
injuries, you name it.

She was going into surgery within the next
several minutes, but the surgeon made it painfully clear to me she
may not make it due to her massive and extensive injuries that
included her punctured lung and damage to her heart.

When I all but ran into her room, she was
barely conscious. I saw her appearing so small in her hospital bed
with the extensive and invasive apparatus surrounding her along
with the severe looking neck brace.

It seems she had been driving her small
Mercedes convertible sports car, no seat belt, while talking on the
phone and not paying attention to the traffic. On impact, she had
been thrown from the car, and from what was said, it was a miracle
that she was conscious much less even still alive.

I forced myself to carefully approach her
raised bed. Sensing me drawing near to her, she opened her eyes and
turned them to look directly at me, her once stunning face bandaged
and starting to heavily bruise.

“Listen to me Carlo, and don’t talk. This is
extremely important for both of us. I am dying, no drama here, just
a fact. You must now contact Kendrick immediately and tell him, and
I mean it. Do it without question. I, no we, have been remiss with
you about your heritage, but now you must learn the truth and fast
or you could be in unimaginable danger. Due to our combined
birthright, your father and I performed a mate bond with each other
when we first married before your sister was born to us. Now
because of what is unexpectedly happening to me at this moment, he
will soon die from this connection too, as part of the supernatural
mate bond’s requirements between us. Please let him know how
terribly sorry I am and how much I now regret my selfish
foolishness. Let him know and make it clear to him for me that I
still deeply love him and always have,” she said.

She was barely able to speak, wincing with
each slurred difficult word through her broken painful teeth and
lung damage.

“Mom, you can’t talk like this, and we have
to get you through this. The doctors will help you get better,
please don’t think this way. I’ll let Dad know right away, but I
know he loves you too and will be devastated that you’ve been hurt.
I have no idea what you meant by the mate bond, I’ve never heard of
that before, but I can ask him so you can rest,” I told her, unable
to control my tears.

“No Carlo and listen to me here. He will die
if I do Carlo, that is the nature of a mate bond, to keep us
together even in death and there is no way around that for us. You
have to get a grip here and deal with it as every one of our kind
does, it is just a fact of life in our realm. Now brace yourself
with what I’m going to tell you and believe it as your own life now
depends on it. You are a witch like your parents but so much more.
I’m sorry to be so abrupt but I don’t have much time left to talk.
Once we are both gone our binding spells controlling and hiding
your powers will suddenly disappear starting with mine the moment
I’m gone. So you must prepare yourself for this incredible
wonderful yet frightening event. You will need help to hide it from
others that would harm you. You must learn to control it quickly,
or the damage could be unbelievable. You were born special to us,
blessed with an unusual mind blowing gift. We tried to keep you
safe from it until you were ready, but we have failed to let you
grow into your potential. You will desperately need help to undo
our terrible mistake with you, because we thought we were giving
you a normal life, but we were disastrously wrong. This gift of
power is now coming at you and is unstoppable and overwhelming.
Kendrick will know exactly what to do as will your wonderful
grandfather. This change will begin to start immediately to release
you from our mistakes. You are not ready to handle this alone. But
please listen to me and know this for the absolute truth, my
dearest, wonderful little boy. I love you Carlo, with my whole
being and soul as I do your sister Nina. We both always have and
always will even after we have gone away together, we will be with
you; believe it as your life depends on it. Be assured at least,
that we will be watching over you together if the Fates will allow
it,” she whispered, and then I felt a strong hand on my arm.

“It’s time to take her in now, please wait in
the room down the hall. We’ll update you as soon as we have
something for you about her progress,” the doctor told me, before
ushering me quickly from her after she closed her eyes.

Following a last touch to her hand, I left
the room, as my entire world suddenly fell away from me.

It was all I could do to get my dad on the
line I was shaking so hard, and my tears were blurring my
vision.

He answered immediately.

“Dad? Mom told me to call you right now,
and,” I began but he cut me off while sounding overwhelmingly
devastated.

He was crying and trying to talk.

“Carlo I am so sorry for having done this to
you and we never meant to hurt you in any way. We only tried to
protect you from what will soon happen to you without question.
Yes, I sensed what is happening with Marta, and knew she would have
you call me as soon as you could. So she must have told you a few
things I’m assuming, or was she able to talk to you with her
injuries? Is she in surgery right now?” he asked rapidly, sounding
strangely defeated to me, with the sound of heavy tears in his deep
voice.

I could hear Grandpa’s soft voice in the
background but could not make out his words over Dad’s sobs.

“Yes, she is, but before that it was just
strange incoherent stuff Dad. I’m only guessing they have her
really drugged up and her extensive injuries are horrible. She was
thrown from her car without a seatbelt on, and there is nothing to
know yet on how widespread her injuries are until they come out and
let me know, and how soon she will recover.”

“She won’t recover Carlo; I can sense that.
You must listen to me; your life depends on it. What kind of
strange things did she tell you son? We must talk about this at
this moment, as time is no longer on our side and the consequences
of the coming change to you could be incredibly disastrous for
everyone. One important thing from this point on, when and if
things allow, I want you to come here to me as soon as you can,
while planning to make this your permanent home, this is
imperative, and you must do this immediately. If I can and am
allowed, I will come to get you, if not, then come soon by any
means possible, you must not be alone any longer or you could be in
terrible danger. Once we find out about your mother one way or
another, and if she is able, she will return here with you as it
should have been all along. It is absolutely critical to everyone
involved that you do as I tell you and without discussion son, that
will follow when you get here. You must listen carefully to me on
this and follow exactly what I ask you to do and without delay. Do
you understand me my sweet boy, now tell me what she said?” he said
to me barely able to talk through his emotions.

While I listened to him, I could again hear
the faint sounds of Nina sobbing and talking with Grandpa in the
background.

Dad was sounding frantic and hopeless, almost
hysterical, and very unlike his normally laid back calm self.

“She was talking out of her head Dad and was
seriously having trouble even speaking with her injuries and drugs
as I told you. She mentioned something about the two of you having
what she called a supernatural mate bond, and that I’m a witch at
least, of all things and that this situation could get extremely
dangerous for me and soon as you have told me too. She also said if
she dies, you do too because of that terrible bond whatever it is.
That your deaths will release me from being bound by both of you,
whatever else that means, but she didn’t go into it very much since
we ran out of time together. She only talked about some kind of
strange and potent supernatural powers or something like that, but
I didn’t follow what she was telling me about it as it made
absolutely no sense to me. Probably the most important thing she
said Dad, and something she told me explicitly to tell you, is that
she had always loved you and regretted her terrible mistake of ever
leaving you in the first place,” I told him.

By now I was barely able to talk to him
myself, after being caught up in the gravity of the situation and
realizing that my mother was dying, while my own overpowering
emotions overwhelmed me.

I glanced at the clock, and it looked like
about five minutes had passed but seemed like an eternity.

About that same time I heard quick footsteps
coming down the hall and felt my heart drop, but it turned out to
be Janet Sanwick that had called me about this.

She is Mom’s best and oldest friend, who
quickly sat next to me and grabbed my arm tightly, hardly able to
control her own tears when she saw me.

“Hold on a sec Dad, Janet just got here,” I
told him, then let her know the score as she tried not to cry.

“Okay I’m back,” I told him.

I could hear him take a deep ragged
breath.

“She told you the absolute truth Carlo, and
even now I can feel her through our mate bond, slipping away from
this life. This is not something terrible as you called it son, but
a beautiful promise and link that will keep us together in
eternity. The mate bond is now pulling at my own life to go to her
and to be with her again in time without an end for us. Please, let
me talk to Janet just for a moment. She will know what to do for
you there and will help you while taking care of you and protecting
you, my precious boy. Trust her with all your heart and soul and
love her as you love your mother and me,” he requested with another
groaning sob.

Again I could hear the others in the
background trying desperately to comfort him.

I handed her the phone, feeling numb.

I saw Janet then take a deep breath and
swallow hard before she acknowledged him briefly on the phone. They
only spoke momentarily for about a minute or two with her softly
saying, ‘I fully understand the gravity of this situation Kenny and
of course you can trust me to do as you wish. I’m so deeply sorry
it came to this, I don’t have the words to tell you, but you can
forever depend on me to care for and watch over your family as I
have been doing. I will get him back to Daniel where he will be
safe and protect him until I do. I am so profoundly sorry my heart
is broken for you my dear wonderful child,’ she repeated several
times.

She then with shaking hands, finally handed
the phone back to me, this time unable to stop her flowing
tears.

“Okay Carlo, we don’t have a lot of time now
and our time together on this world together is ending. I’m
intensely broken that you are having to deal with this without your
family with you, but Janet is our most trustworthy friend, family,
and recognizes the incredible magnitude of this intense situation
and the coming unimaginable events it will spawn. She loves you as
hers like we all do, and she has always been like a mother to me.
I’m so sorry it has come down to this tragic end without any
warning for you. We never wanted this to happen to you Carlo,
please believe me we only tried to protect you. Janet will help you
through all of it and keep you safe you until you can come home to
be with us. I repeat and know this as the absolute truth my
precious son; you can trust her as you always have, and she will
save your life. Most important of anything I can say to you at this
moment, is that you have to know that your mom and I both love you
and your sister with all our immortal souls Carlo. We have
foolishly tried to do our best by you to keep you safe from your
destiny but now we both know we were dead wrong to keep this
aggressive and unstoppable outcome from you. Mom told you the truth
about us. Janet can help you find a way to understand it, but both
sides of your family are from ancient powerful witch lines, utterly
amazing supernatural beings. You and your sister are both
incredible, but Nina already is aware of her witch heritage. Your
mother and I chose to mate bond out of our love for each other and
to bring us closer in this life and the one to come. This mate bond
ties us irrevocably together for eternity, melding our minds,
feelings, and we are able to hear each other’s thoughts if we wish.
The mate bond also ties us together in death so we can be together
again should that happen to one of us as it is now. We knew this
when we created it and we both accept it now as our fated destiny
together. I can feel this strong fated pull to go to her getting
greater and from her as well, driven by the Fates that Janet will
explain to you. You must understand that we never stopped loving
each other Carlo as she told you and is the absolute truth. You
must know this as the pure fact before the universe and believe it
for it is all that matters now. We bound your powers to keep you
safe as you were born with extraordinary powers, far beyond those
of a normal witch. Please know that we did this for you with love,
misguided yes, but love in the end. So please call me with anything
you might hear. Janet will help you to go through this change as I
keep stressing to you, but for now she is your absolute lifeline.
You cannot handle this alone, or it will kill you or cause
unbelievable damage when it comes to you. She too is a witch and so
much more than a loyal friend to all of us as I mentioned. I repeat
to you that she will get you through this challenging time, I
promise you, my beautiful son. She will be your trusted guide with
whatever is to come your way until you meet the one fated for you.
My one regret in my life is that I am not going to be with you as
you assume your fated role and discover your fated soulmate who now
waits impatiently for you. Now Carlo about that,” he started to
say, then I heard the sharp intake of his breath, just as his
uncontrollable sobs flooded the phone before he suddenly hung
up.

Janet took the phone from me, as I started to
cry.

“She’s gone Carlo,” Janet whispered to me
with tears of her own.

She grabbed me to hug me close, as we heard
reluctant sounding footsteps coming down the hall.


Chapter 2Carlo

Five weeks later arriving home

Driving through the town of Vasari Streams a
few minutes ago, it too seemed more familiar than I would have
thought after all these years. It seemed as if frozen in time with
only a few obvious changes, from what I could remember from long
ago.

I had tried to look around as I drove
through, but I figured it could wait for later, since I was tired
of driving and wanted to get back home. I did, however, notice a
few more new things that caught my eye on the edge of town owned by
Grandpa.

One of the changes that got my attention
included a sizeable modern appearing storefront. Through the huge
windows, I had noticed a man standing at a large counter inside,
near the back of the brightly lit shop.

I could see that he suddenly started dropping
what was in his hands and looked up at me as I drove past, but I
could only barely see his basic outline, but it gave me a deep
chill.

I gave him a quick polite wave as I turned
away.

The ten small freshly painted cabins still
sat close to the tall dense trees, nestled into them actually, all
with small potted plant laden porches, overstuffed chairs, and pull
down screens. It made them cheerful looking places while
contradicting the somber mood I was trying to leave behind before
arriving.

“So my long lost brother finally returns home
to us where he belongs. Even though it has only been a few days
since I last saw you, it seems like years. I’ve missed you like
crazy. Come here you,” Nina said to me, literally pulling me out of
my SUV.

“It was a long quiet drive alone from
Seattle, but I broke it up with a few stops along the way along
with some impromptu photography to help me stay centered. I needed
the time alone to sort out things in my head that all the commotion
up north kept me from doing. There was never a single moment’s
break from it or any time alone. I keep wondering over and over
what Dad was going to say just before Mom died. He’d been telling
me something about me finding someone, a fated soulmate whatever
that is. I wish you could have stayed in Seattle to help me get
last of things resolved. I guess we were in what seemed like
constant contact so that sure helped me a lot and gave me someone
to talk to along the way. However, if you had stayed, you could
have driven back with me, instead of teleporting back home. I can’t
wait to figure that one out, and soon. I still need to learn how
that works as it is so damn cool. But then again, we both know you
had a lot to take care of here and needed to get back to Grandpa. I
know you told me that he, from what you said, is in pretty rough
shape naturally, and wasn’t up to coming up for the scattering,
understandably,” I answered her.

I myself, was feeling another deep sharp
sting of sadness whenever I mentioned the service, bringing it all
back into sharp focus.

I was more than glad to see her again and was
feeling relieved to at last be safely back to my old home and to
get on with the rest of my life.

I looked around the resort then at the
seemingly untouched huge two story rustic style home. To me, the
area appeared to be unchanged from when I last saw it while I was
still a very small child.

Set back in a large clearing in the woods,
the giant house welcomed me, and I had wondered silently to myself
if it would seem like home to me any longer after I was settled in
my old room.

The resort stood solidly in front of a big
dark blue sparkling lake, where a few miles up the shoreline, the
enchanted stream the town was named for, initially leaves the lake
for both sides of the shore. Guided supernaturally it passes
through the expansive properties on each side of the lake, where
all coven members from this area have their homes. It eventually
meanders through all their grounds then flows away and heads
magically and peacefully toward the small town.

“You’re right in that Carlo, I did need to
get back to him. He was inconsolable as I mentioned on the phone
but wanted you here with him as soon as possible, as you well know,
and according to Dad’s final wishes for you. I was worried about
Grandpa being alone and despondent here without his immediate
family, but our Aunt Violet is living here now at least most of the
time lately, and you’ll meet her again later when she gets back
from visiting her attorney and having dinner with him. She adored
you as a child before you left and was infuriated with Mom for
taking you away from all of us. He was also feeling terribly guilty
about not coming with me for the service, but he frankly just
wasn’t emotionally up to being up there with me. He said his final
goodbye to them here in private. He could not face watching Mom’s
scattering along with Dad’s ashes that truly closed their lives for
him. In spite of this awful time, he has been seriously looking
forward to having you back here at least for a while, but hopefully
much longer as in permanently like Dad wanted, so again, we will
have to see how things go,” she told me.

“Me too Nina. I still can’t believe Dad isn’t
here anymore either, along with Mom being killed. I sometimes can’t
grasp the shock caused by their unknown mate bond, at least unknown
to me until lately. The last time I saw him in person was after I
graduated from college then photography school years ago, and he
was there for that occasion as you probably remember. He and Mom
seemed to be genuinely happy to see each other, at least at first
until they got at it again and I felt like telling them both to
shut up. I for one, was certainly hoping that things would change
for them, but before he took off, or now as I imagine teleported
back home only a couple of days later, they were at it again full
steam without missing a beat. He got pissed off and cut his trip
short I’m sorry to say, because she was on his case so much and
wanting him to come up for an extended visit that wasn’t about to
happen,” I remembered out loud.

Nina shook her head sadly, before taking a
deep shaky breath. Being much old than me she certainly remembered
their constant bickering about anything that came to mind, I’m
sure.

“It is always a rough road for non-fated
pairs when they create a mate bond, and it doesn’t happen all that
often and is seriously discouraged for apparent reasons. It is
certainly a chancy type of thing as we all know, and you do too now
unfortunately. You begin the bond and hope for the best, but now
our family is a prime example of what happens if things eventually
turn south. The real sad part of it all is they did absolutely love
each other but it seems were not honestly right for each other long
term. From the start they wanted different things out of life.
Their everyday lives and personal ambitions got in the way and
simply pulled them apart from each other. The mate bond kept them
from being with anyone else sadly, so there was no chance to ever
move on with their personal lives. But as we saw, in the end they
couldn’t stand to live together either, in spite of being in
constant contact with each other and still in love with each other.
It is all so sad and confusing and makes you want to scream,” she
said, not bothering to look up at me.

“Janet did take a lot of time to explain some
of it to me and was giving me a crash course in witchcraft 101
right after Mom died, knowing that when Dad followed her, all hell
was about to break loose with me, but for some strange reason she
never went into details, telling me I’d learn more from Grandpa. I
could hear the fear in his voice as he worried about what was going
to occur to me and soon when I talked to Grandpa on the phone. She
explained to me that this is a dangerous transition according to
everyone, with such enormous power coming to a user with no
experience at all and as an adult. I was really devastated as we
talked about when you came up for the combined private services,
considering how Dad went into a coma within hours after Mom died.
However, when Dad finally passed only two days later, I woke up in
the middle of the night as you know, all alone since I’d refused to
move in with Janet until then, and I was glowing like a fucking
light bulb! The binding began rapidly dropping away and causing me
to flat out panic. Wait, something just came to my mind that I
remembered out of the blue. Right after I started to glow and yes
cry, I saw two shadows of people standing near the bedroom doorway
with another shadow between them, not really solid, but sort of
wavy images. I started to get really scared but then right when I
was about to freak, I saw and felt the third image come over to me.
It was a super calming presence to me and the moment that I noticed
it, the other two images vanished while the calming one seemed to
surround me with a shimmering glow and faded out while still around
me and the image disappeared as well. Well to say the least it was
all damn scary you know to have that happen without any kind of
warning in the first place,” I told her, shaking my head as I
thought about it.

“I can sure well imagine how alarming that
must have been for you and not knowing what it was in the first
place. I’m sorry about it when it didn’t have to be that way for
you at all. That was yet another side effect from the ill-fated
love birds not thinking things through before they created the
fatal mate bond, and not helping you to understand your life at a
much earlier age when you could have grown into it like anyone
else.”

“Luckily for me and with my permission, right
after Mom passed and probably anticipating unbelievable trouble,
Janet created a temporary mental link between us in case I needed
her unexpectedly. She picked up on what was occurring right away
and somehow got there within minutes to calm me down, surprising
me. However, then again, at that point I had no clue about
teleporting, so I guess that was the case as when she appeared at
the hospital so fast when she had been out of town. It scared the
fuck out of me just before she got there, when I wanted my glass of
water on the nearby table. I then started to reach out for it, and
it came at me like a bullet and soaked me to the skin,” I
laughed.

I remembered that I maybe screamed out loud
just a little bit at the time and answering my door sopping wet
when Janet arrived.

She dried me right off figuring out what must
have happened.

“Not fun at all when you don’t have a clue
what is about to happen, and just about anything you do can cause a
major effect. Just be glad it wasn’t a whole lot worse like a
knife! If you had been truly angry at someone right then, you could
have easily killed them you understand by now, at least I certainly
hope so. And to be entirely clear about this Carlo, without even
lifting a finger to make it happen, especially in your case,” she
reminded me cryptically, singling me out that way and gave me the
chills, but again left me wondering just what she wasn’t
saying.

“Actually I do now. Janet called me mentally
right away and then came rushing over as I mentioned, realizing
that I was in deep trouble along with being scared out of my wits
by the three shadowy images I saw that night. I hadn’t seen the
other one leave either and that creeped me out to no end. I was
afraid to move until she got there. She began by temporally binding
my powers and started in by letting me get used to trivial things,
unbinding as we progressed, building on each new experience while
waiting until she was sure that I understood what was going on. She
explained the potential consequences if I was not sure and to
remain fully aware of my every move. Being an adult I was able to
catch on pretty quickly to the basics and learn how to control
myself, when necessary, without causing any real unexpected magical
disasters,” I told her with a grin, remembering a few other
embarrassing accidents I didn’t want to talk about.

We then took several of my bags out of my
SUV, but Nina waved her hand, and they were gone. I was still
shocked by this and decided to come back for the rest of the things
later the old fashioned way. I was still considering all this new
stuff and could potentially send my stuff to the moon by accident
from what Janet told me.

For me, coming back to my original home was
much like stepping back in time, but while everything even now
looked pretty much the same, there were only a few tell-tale
changes as a nod to the modern tech world.

Nina told me that after we left, Grandpa had
ordered that my room was to remain clean but untouched until I came
back to him again, so I would know about it ahead of time before I
saw it again.

After we finally entered the old but
amazingly comfortable building, Nina then walked me through the
cheerful reception area and on into the familiar vast living room,
filled with awesome and unique European antiques, with memories
flooding my mind when I saw them once more.

I stopped dead in my tracks.

“Grandpa?” I almost whispered to him, my
emotions out of control and suddenly saturating my being.

My eyes had adjusted enough to the darkened
room that I could see him sitting in his all-time favorite
overstuffed wing chair that I remembered about him and sat in with
him many times.

He was watching me closely, looking so much
like my dad it is a painful shock. However, what truly blew me
completely away is that I hadn’t noticed this about him before this
moment.

“Come to me my baby son Carlo,” he said
softly, his voice laced with tears and great affection.

He stood up slowly, then opened his loving
arms to me as he had done so many times before.

I stood motionless in shock.

“Carlo, my little boy, come to Grandpapa my
hurting son,” he repeated to me, realizing what must be going on in
my mind.

I broke out of my mental musing dropping my
shoulder bag to the floor, then hurried, over to him, amazed to see
he was not looking a day over thirty, even up close.

Suddenly it was twenty-six years ago, and I
was now running to the man I often cried for long after we left our
Arizona home for Seattle.

“Even though we have talked and later texted
a lot through the years, I’ve missed you so much, wanting to hold
you once more Grandpa. However, as you may not know, Mom barred me
to come back here even when I mentioned it to her as an adult. I
didn’t know why she did that as she always told me how much she
loved you and my dad, but then again, I figure we were all victims
of the explosive secret kept from me,” I said, and I could feel my
resentment as my eyes became wet with unshed tears.

“Her fear kept her and you away, two kinds of
fear, but fear just the same. Her fear was of being rejected for
her earlier private actions toward your father and losing you
because of it. Her other fear is that you would find out about your
hidden birthright and leave her because of them keeping it from
you, not trusting you to become who you are. I had begged your
parents when they knew Nina was coming not to create the mate bond,
but they felt they would not want to live without the other back
then in the days of their new heated passion between them. However,
when your Grandma and I were married and Kenny was on the way, we
wanted to hold off with our own mate bond until your dad was grown.
As you know we never got that far as fated things worked out as
they should,” he told me.

“I have only heard that my Grandma too met
her end in a terrible boating accident while vacationing down in
Mexico with her family. At least I believe that’s what Mom told me
was what happened to her. Nothing supernatural was ever mentioned
at least to me growing up, so now I can suppose that wasn’t true
either, since I am quickly learning about this dramatic situation
regarding my family and myself?” I asked, plainly hearing the cold
resentment in my voice.

Grandpa shook his head, staring at me and
clearly hearing my tone.

“No, the accident part was true enough but
the reason for the boat blowing up wasn’t. Carol’s family were
always a bunch of wild ones especially her egotistical brother, and
since we had Kendrick by that time, I opted to stay here and take
care of him so she could get a break from his constant motion even
though she wanted to take him with her. Well it seems her brother,
who was a clumsy witch but way too full of himself, picked a fun
fight with his cousin and ordinarily it was just two guys horsing
around, nothing to worry about. However, this time they were both
drunk and got into a pissing contest about who could vaporize the
most fish on the way back to town. The boat was rocking with a
rougher sea, while they were headed back to the coast to avoid an
incoming storm when one of them missed the fish they were aiming at
and nailed the engine that promptly blew up. No one had a single
chance to teleport off the boat as the explosion came from
underneath. It was unexpected of course, a complete surprise, and a
shock to everyone. All the people on board were killed instantly
including your Grandmother Carol Vasari,” Grandpa told us, sounding
very resigned to this story.

“I’d just heard from Mom that the boat
exploded from a faulty engine, so it seems she played the part all
along. So why was I bound in the first place and not my sister I am
assuming? This really doesn’t make much sense to me at all Grandpa,
and I don’t like it one little bit. I’m wondering why I was singled
out for this when everyone else around here including Janet knew
the whole score, evidenced by her quickly avoiding certain
subjects, whatever that might be,” I asked, turning to glance at
Nina.

“Looks like you’re up Grandpa, it’s time to
clean up a mess you didn’t cause,” she told him, patting his arm
sympathetically.

She then smiled at me and waved her hand in
my direction. I suddenly had a full glass of sweet Iced Tea,
adorned with fresh dew-covered mint leaves and all, and almost
dropped it in total shock that it was possible to do this.

“Does that answer your question? But I’m
assuming you did see me move the bags? I thought you might need
something sweet and icy to cool you off, with the way this
conversation seems to be heading. So also keep it firmly in your
mind here Carlo, Grandpa had nothing at all to do with or approving
of your total binding, other than to watch over it and make sure it
was done right so that no harm would ever come to you in any way.
But other than the mechanics, he had rigorously opposed it from the
start and got after Dad many times through the years to release you
and begin your supernatural education,” she stated, leaning over to
give me another quick friendly hug.

Yes, the tea was just the thing, however,
something stronger would have been a better thing at this
point.

“Okay then I’ll repeat once more, and I’m not
blaming either of you so let’s get that right out the way from the
start. I need some answers as fast as you can give them to me since
I keep becoming overwhelmed. All I want from each of you is honesty
and sometimes I would imagine painful truth and open frank
statements when needed. So my question to either of you is why?” I
asked yet again, trying to remain civil.

I was hoping in a little more friendly tone
this time, wishing that I would get a truthful response.

I noticed my sister glance at my grandfather
briefly then she moved just a little bit closer to me.

“As would seem more than logical, when most
witch couples have children, the children inherit similar powers to
their own. Small children under the age of seven or so are
generally bound at birth but are allowed extremely limited use of
their budding powers once they are able to speak and parents can
basically reason with them to an extent. Around the age of seven or
so, if they are progressing well, more magic is carefully released
back to them until they reach puberty when their full powers are
returned to them. At that point they are considered an adult in the
witch community and will then take responsibility for their magical
actions,” Grandpa explained.

“That makes perfect sense to me, a little
witch kid throwing a tantrum could be a difficult situation and
quite fast I would imagine,” I replied.

“Yes, it most certainly would, more than you
can expect. Under the age of two or so, most children mainly make a
mess of things, scattering everything in sight without control,
making food they like spontaneously appear, sometimes a lot of it,
think fifty gallons of melting ice cream in the house. Most of it
is harmless nonsense and can be quite funny while access is timed
and tightly controlled.

“Go on please,” I requested, and noticed my
glass was suddenly fully topped off again, magically of course.

“Most parents make a game out of learning
that also helps with coordination. It is kept light and slowly
empowers the child, with constant reminders about secrecy. Like I
said, if you’ve seen babies playing with things it generally is
more of a mess that accomplishing anything worthwhile. Think of
them trying to eat some oat cereal and always getting it in the
right places,” he went on with a smile.

“So okay I can see your point here, a kid
needs to learn how and when to use magical power and do it
correctly and in secret, I get it, but what does this have to do
with me that makes my situation so different? I vaguely remember
playing with some other kids without any magic when I was here as a
child, supervised of course, but no one seemed to be creating some
kind of radical emergency. Come to think of it, I just remembered a
friend here that Nina had mentioned to me while she was visiting me
up north. It was a kid named what did you tell me? Roy, maybe Con,
or something short, I don’t remember for some reason and was
probably too distracted at the time,” I explained, but all at once
had a strange unsettled, yet happy feeling grip me about this.

“How about Wes maybe?” Nina asked with a
smile, again glancing at Grandpa with a sly grin.

“Oh wow, that’s it! I suddenly remember him
now that you said his name to me again, the little, blond, long
haired kid that was always getting me into trouble. I haven’t
thought about him in any detail since I left here, except for when
you mentioned him. I seemed to have forgotten about him when we got
there but then again, I’m beginning to notice some kind of binding
pattern here about memories too. However, now it’s like playing a
movie back in my mind somehow and it keeps repeating with him and
me always together and mostly having fun, except when I got the
blame for his antics. I clearly am now recalling every tiny detail
about him, down to his dirty fingernails while we were playing that
we had a farm together and we pretended that we lived together,” I
grinned, as I thought about those many fun and happy times by the
lake so long ago.

“The two of you were inseparable that’s for
sure, and generally played nice together without too much turmoil.
His parents are coven members and were extremely close friends of
our parents while they were both here, but once you and Mom left,
they stopped coming over so much. Naturally, I was too old for you
guys, and everyone kidded that the two of you had your own secret
language, but then again, even though that’s an old worn out joke,
it was probably true, especially in your cases,” Nina told me with
an odd look on her face.

“So again, getting back on the subject here,
what is the point of all this secrecy? It is nice to hear some
background but in fact and the truth is that I’m really hurting
here in many ways and need some answers so I can go forward with
this supposed new life of mine. Janet mentioned that she would be
coming over here in a few days or sooner to see how things are
going. She’s a realtor up there as you probably know and managed to
break Mom’s lease without too much financial damage. She said she
will ship Mom’s things over here to go through them once the condo
is empty. She is putting the rest of my stuff in storage as well
since I was still living temporarily with Mom. This was after
coming back from my travels, not all that long before she died as
I’m sure you’d heard from Dad,” I told them, and Grandpa seemed a
little surprised that Janet was coming over here.

“It will be good to see her again and talk I
would think since I really didn’t have all that much time up in
Seattle when I was there for the services. Did she have anything
else to say or any comments to make concerning your powers and how
you are coming along with them? Hopefully, she made you somewhat
more comfortable than you were at first, but you do have a long way
to go as we all did when learning our craft and the education
continues throughout your life as I’m sure you’ve figured out by
now,” Nina asked.

“Nothing so much really, she quickly taught
me some basics to recognize what was happening, and how to keep
things level when stressed, but explained the learning curve
generally takes years as you say. She mentioned it can be
specialized if wanted, but to just talk to the both of you going
forward. She also told me to be completely open with you about what
is going on inside of me, or about anyone else that I would happen
to meet, whatever that part was supposed to mean I have no idea,” I
explained.

This time it was Grandpa that exchanged the
look with my sister, and what wasn’t being said was starting to get
annoying. They must realize that I’m not dumb and can figure out
when I’m being given the run around or a completely edited version
of my own reality it would seem to me.

I could also feel my fingers begin to tingle
slightly, so I thought I’d better get rid of my irritation at least
for now, and fast. Considering my sister and grandfather’s
experience and capability, I’d certainly get the worst of it and
several times over I would imagine for insulting them that way.

Grandpa sat back down in his chair and
clapped his hands together between his knees as if he was mentally
resolving something.

Nevertheless however, I still wanted answers
to my questions, and I wanted them now.

“So yet again people, here we go. I now have
an old friend in my memory that is acting like an earworm does for
music, but this time it is like a video. I get why and can
understand the reason kids are kept under wraps when they are born
witches but I’m not a damn kid any longer. I also now realize that
I never got the straight scoop on my family, or from my family,
right from the beginning. I’d like to lay down for a bit soon, take
a shower and all that good stuff then talk about old memories
later. But I need this now. So tell me in ten words or less why I
was strictly bound as a child, while Nina was not, or at least not
permanently like me,” I asked directly, tired of all the crap.

Again the damn rapid knowing look
exchange.

“You are not a witch Carlo, you are a
warlock,” Grandpa answered, his voice flat without emotion.

My mouth dropped open in shock, more about
the witch part, but I realized I didn’t have a clue what this meant
in the general scheme of things.

“Another fucking puzzle again for me Grandpa?
What the hell does that mean when I barely know what a witch is all
about? This time there is no word limit, and I hope my language
doesn’t offend you, but it is me,” I demanded, looking at my glass
and wishing it had something stronger.

Then it was and Nina winked at me trying not
to laugh, but I did see a look of alarm cross Grandpa’s face.

“I didn’t do it sweetie, so watch that hot
temper of yours,” she answered, chuckling to herself.

She was still trying not to laugh and reached
over to take a sip from my glass, then I smiled at the surprised
look on her face.

Grandpa just shook his head.

“Okay Carlo, I’m going to make this fast so
you can go relax and I have some guests coming soon to check in
among other things pending. Later after dinner we will go into as
much detail as you need to make you comfortable. At that time not a
thing will be held back no matter how intense, agreed?" Grandpa
asked.

“If you say so, but okay then, fine with me.
You know I do like the unexpected booze trick however, this does
taste wonderful,” I grumbled, but no one smiled.

Grandpa heaved a deep sigh before he
began.

“You were bound because of your extraordinary
uncontrolled powers plain and simple, and without it your parents
would soon not have been able to manage you. At the age you were
supposed to be making a mess like any other child, you did not.
Every move you made was calculated and precise, uncanny to see
really. At first, we all thought you were a genius child and a
witch. However one day, Marta and you were playing then she had to
get something and step away. You started to get upset as you didn’t
want her to leave because you were having an enjoyable time. She
told you she would be right back and to wait and to just play with
your toys for a minute. She then began to walk away and suddenly
you pointed at her and she was teleported to you, sitting next to
you, and frozen in place,” he explained.

“I hate to ask, what did she do?”

“She screamed her head off because she was
frightened. We all thought you were dead from the noise she was
making. You also would not let her go. The last warlock in our, my
side of the family, was before we migrated from Italy to begin in
the Americas, but unfortunately, he was ambushed and attacked. He
was killed when we were trying to escape the persecutions there
against supernatural people thought who were using rogue dark magic
practitioners. Warlocks if they are astute and are careful,
generally are for all intents and purposes immortal,” he answered
carefully.

“Okay another topic, so what happened after
that?”

“Well we were all shocked of course, and by
that time you were more than happy to get your own way and having a
wonderful time tossing your toys to Mama who was fuming at you and
could not yet move. Once she explained the situation to your father
and I, we banded together to throttle your nonsense and bound your
powers while releasing your mother. Of course you threw a major
tantrum, but like it or not you were unplugged until you could deal
with it and understand it before you totally went off the rails and
seriously hurt someone who bothered you. Now I have to go get
things ready, so we’ll talk more on this later. Since we’ve now
seen your talents in the booze department, you’re in charge of
drinks going forward,” he laughed, but it was without any real
humor.

He then got up to go back to the front
office, putting his hand on my shoulder before he left.

Fuck. Me.


Chapter 3Nina

When Carlo started to head toward the SUV, I
touched his arm and told him to watch and learn. I then made my
actions slow and visible to him, and soon he saw his other luggage
was floating up the stairs to his room.

“Damn that is so cool,” he commented with a
smile.

He was probably still thinking about how he
most likely lugged all that stuff out to his SUV in the first place
from the penthouse he shared with Mom, that now would make no sense
to do that anymore.

“Not as cool as your delicious booze trick
and it sure looked like you didn’t even have to think about it to
create it. Just so we keep the trust thing going here, before I
left, Janet pulled me aside and told me you were still bound a bit
by her, mainly to keep you safe. Most of your normal witch powers
are returned to you now, but your ability to draw from and control
the elements is still under wraps just in case and until we figure
out exactly what they are. For example if your element is
lightning, you could imagine the talk that might cause if you began
to act like Zeus,” I laughed.

Carlo didn’t appear pleased.

“Nice to know she doesn’t trust me,” he
complained.

“Not ever a matter of trust sweetie, but one
of ability and getting yourself into trouble. Until you understand
how this all works, and that takes some doing, she wanted to keep a
handle on things until you got here where we could help you through
this difficult yet exciting time of discovery. Think of the stir it
would cause if a car cut you off, and then the next second a bolt
from the cloudless sky vaporizes them. It could get very sticky to
try to explain that one,” I explained.

He half smiled and I was relieved.

“I get it then, understandable and tempting
too,” he snickered.

“It sure can be but the council that governs
our actions doesn’t like it when we have undue attention brought to
ourselves and can be quite intense when dishing out punishment for
a smartass,” I let him know.

He looked at me in shock.

“So the witch police then,” I said.

“More or less if you put it that way. They
also cover responsibility for all sorts of other types of
supernatural people such as vampires, werewolves, any shifters you
can imagine, and of course the super rare ones like genies that
I’ve heard through the grapevine lately do exist, and don’t get me
started on all the fantastic stories I’ve heard recently about the
incredible dragons reappearing,” I explained.

I could see he was stunned by this
concept.

“So then this supernatural stuff doesn’t stop
with only witches and warlocks whatever that is now, as I had
assumed earlier but includes the entire horror show that is
suddenly and shockingly real, I am guessing? I really liked things
better when I was bound and a had no clue about all this weird and
probably dangerous stuff. I hate and sure hesitate to ask but are
ghosts real too?”

This was not going at all as planned and it
seems I keep digging myself in much deeper with this.

“First, yes. Second, this is not a horror
show by any means and you need to get over yourself like yesterday
and drop the attitude. Quit being so narrow minded and enjoy this
wonderful life unfolding before you, it will be more marvelous than
you can ever imagine. This is real life as we know it and as you
know it now too so no more nonsense or rude remarks about others,”
I scolded him.

I understand that my brother is a total loose
cannon right now and could say anything to get himself into hot
water in more ways than he can possibly expect. Most of our guests
that stay with us are supernatural and would sure not appreciate
hearing some smartass stupid crack from their new very
inexperienced host.

Now even though we don’t get many vampire
guests here, there are a couple of them living in Vasari Streams,
and just a few houses down from here, that are genuinely nice quiet
people and part of our coven.

They are close trusted friends of Grandpa’s,
but there are plenty of various shifters who stay with us on a
regular basis and have become our close friends as well, so he
needs to be very careful.

“So you are saying there are real ghosts
here? I mean I’ve had enough surprises for a while but would like
to be warned ahead of time about this disturbing stuff, and of
course before I encounter it when I’m on my own and run off
screaming my head off,” he said, not looking at all pleased.

I fought the urge to roll my eyes at him.

“There are two of them staying here actually,
a young couple. Quite nice and personable as ghosts go. They won’t
hurt you at all and are a lot of fun when they get going with the
jokes. They certainly have no reservations around a dirty joke
either, just so you are prepared not to be embarrassed. They have
been here since early on after the place was first built. Ann and
her new husband Jeffrey were staying here one spring, city types at
the time, and her adventurous husband went for a long horseback
ride to see a remote part of the pristine canyon. Well he wasn’t
experienced and to make a long story short, he fell off the horse
and broke his neck in the process, killing him instantly
unfortunately. In her crazy unrelenting grief she took a permanent
swim in the still icy lake. They have been here ever since that
tragic time. It seems that her suicide bound her to this property
surrounding the lake, and even though the light awaited him, he
wanted to remain with her wherever she would be,” I explained.

“Do they try to sneak up on you to creep you
out and scare you?” he asked, appearing pretty damn unnerved and
probably scared by the whole idea.

I shook my head negatively. I needed to put a
quick stop to this before it went any farther.

“Of course not Carlo and like I said you need
change your thought process about these things. Oh and something
else. Do you happen to remember that young woman who used to play
that marble game you loved so much when you lived here before? You
were always playing with it, daily and with her having so much fun
together,” I asked watching him for a sign of remembrance.

“Vaguely, I remember someone being really
nice about it and explaining each marble’s color to me, and we
laughed a lot, why?”

“That was Ann our resident ghost, she loved
you and was incredibly sad and cried for a long time when you left
with Mom. I’m sure she’s going to be thrilled that you are back
here with us finally. I’m positive she’ll want to be around you any
chance she can get,” I said, watching the color drain from his
face.

“You let me play with a dead ghost and all
alone when I was an innocent little boy? From what I remember she
didn’t look like one, what the hell?” he asked, now really getting
pale.

“She and her hubby can materialize simply
fine, and yes look quite normal when they do. They often talk to
the human guests all the time, and no one generally picks up on it
except of course for our supernatural guests naturally. She adored
you like you were her own. I’m sure still will, so just go with the
flow when you see her again, and no more dead ghost crap do you
understand me?” I told him, and he seriously needed to
decompress.

“Okay it has been a lot to deal with lately
and I’ll get better about all this new stuff I promise you. So what
time should I be back down for dinner this evening? I don’t want to
be late.” he asked.

“Why don’t we all plan to meet out on the
front porch around five since it is about two now. We can have
cocktails by the lake to unwind a bit and fill you in some more
about things here since you’ve been gone. We quit doing dinner and
other meals for the guests years ago so that was one less thing to
bother with that helps out the restaurant businesses in the town.
We now only serve continental breakfast from the lobby for those
interested, but most on vacation here head to the canyon for
breakfast anyway. We can have our dinner inside later as usual if
you remember us doing that before you left. Something else to look
forward to Carlo is I’m sure I saw Grandpa starting his all day
spaghetti sauce earlier this morning that you liked so much when
you were a little boy,” I told him.

“That sounds fantastic and is one thing I’ve
never forgotten about, binding aside it seems. I’ve never found
anything that can compare with his wonderful sauce, even while I
stayed in Italy for several months traveling around on assignment.
So okay then it will be a lot of fun to look through my old room
before I take a nap and much needed shower. I still can’t believe
how long it has been since I was here last and to see all of you.
Since you’ve told me that ghosts are real, I just hope Mom and Dad
don’t suddenly show up and start in again,” he said, still a bit
wary.

I could tell right away that he was only half
kidding, but in all honesty, he’s had a lot to process.

“I seriously doubt they would do that Carlo
or at least any time soon. They had nothing to hold them here on
this plane, other than missing those who they love. I talked to
Grandpa about just that thing and he too felt they have nothing to
hold them here either, especially since you were coming back here
to be with us and that would remove a major worry for them.
Besides, I believe it takes a while for someone who had recently
died to be able to return at will. If you seriously wanted to talk
to them again sometime, there is a medium in town, Opal Drake is
her name and a good friend of mine, that can do that for us. But
either way I suppose it should wait at least for a while to let
things settle for them and for you as well. You’ve had a lot to
handle lately and something like that would be over the top
emotional as well,” I told him candidly, and once again I could
easily tell he was astounded.

“So that too, simply amazing how all this new
world has been around everyone all the time and most people don’t
realize it, especially me. I didn’t have a single clue about our
family being anything other than normal I would have to say. I
can’t agree with you more about letting it go for a while if ever
because even though they are my parents and would never hurt me in
any way, it creeps me out to no end. The thought of calling them
back really unnerves me to be honest, and I mean a whole lot,” he
told me.

I nodded slowly at his cautious words,
knowing that he was finally getting close to being stretched to his
mental limits again and decided I should cut it off for now.

I certainly hope that a nice nap would help
to reset him mentally after seeing Grandpa after all this time and
under these devastating circumstances.

“Just to clarify things a bit to help you,
Carlo. It would not be like you think at all, and since there was
no contention between all of you or us, it would probably be a very
pleasant gathering. They would appear much as they did in life,
look solid, young, and restored to health, but would not be able to
touch you like the ghosts here can for a while yet. I can imagine
that you probably remember when Ann did that and touched you all
the time with many welcome hugs, and regularly,” I told him, then
realized that I’d stepped in it again.

“You just told me that to finish freaking me
out, now, didn’t you?” he asked, and I could tell he wasn’t kidding
me.

Again, it was my fault and I needed to cut
this right off before he decided to go ghost hunting with his
warlock.

“As a small child you loved her and wanted
her with you all the time when Wes wasn’t around, and without any
type of reservation or fear. Please know that nothing has changed
about that Carlo, she loved you like her own child back then and
will love you even more now. You used to ask her why she was kind
of cold too as any child might while just blurting out awkward
questions. But to get to the direct point of all this conversation
about ghosts and Ann to be specific, she completely adored you, you
adored her right back. End of story here Carlo now seriously, will
you try to get a grip on this here?” I asked, wondering what might
be coming along next in his weary overwrought brain.

“Not on a ghost unless I have to. Okay enough
of all this for a bit at least so I will be able to sleep. I also
want to unpack and sort my stuff out as I plan to do a photo spread
of the area and want to include an in depth study of the North Rim.
I want to include all its inhabitants, human or otherwise, but not
necessarily the supernatural ones for now, I hope. I promise to be
a lot calmer and in a better mood by the time we are meeting for
cocktails later. I could use another one now,” he said.

Instantly there was one in his hand again,
and he almost jumped including me with his dramatic magic.

“See the Fates are even telling you too, so
can it and I’ll see you later. I need to go check if Grandpa needs
some help in the kitchen, and then get ready for later. I just may
take a short nap myself so I can be on top of things to keep up
with all your questions! Seriously though Carlo, I want you to know
from the start around here that I’m completely thrilled to have you
back with us again where you belong. We have all missed you more
than I can tell you and we need our family together again now to
all move forward together during these extremely difficult times we
are going through,” I told him sincerely, then turned to go back
toward the kitchen to find Grandpa.


Chapter 4Carlo

I was selfishly beginning to think that she
was never going to let me go while keeping me entertained with one
shock after another, but I would guess she is only trying to be
helpful after all.

I was so tired it was becoming painful.

I can easily understand that they are all
overjoyed to see me again after so many years, Nina excluded since
I just saw her and all, and that we didn’t have much time to sit
down and talk when she was briefly up north with me.

However, it was a long emotional trip over
here for me and being confronted with all this added information
has me running on overload.

But it now seems that my well-ordered past
life has become one intense jolt after another, and they keep
coming at me faster, without end while becoming much more intense
with every new subject.
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